A   WINDOW    IN    THRUMS
afi   an*   on;    ay,   an'   hoo   hae   ye   been
yersel ? "

" Ou/' said Tibbie.

I wish I could write " ou " as Tibbie said it.
With her it was usually a sentence in itself.
Sometimes it was a mere bark, again it expressed
indignation, surprise, rapture; it might be a
check upon emotion or a way of leading up to
it, and often it lasted for half a minute. In
this instance it was, I should say, an intimation
that if Jess was ready Tibbie would begin.

** So Pete Lownie's gone," said Jess, whom I
could not see from ben the house. I had a good
glimpse of Tibbie, however, through the open
doorways. She had the armchair on the south
side, as she would have said, of the fireplace.
** He's awa," assented Tibbie, primly.
I heard the lid of the kettle dancing, and then
eauae a prolonged " om" Tibbie bent forward
to whisper, aad if she had anything terrible to
tdi I was glad of that, for when she whispered
I heard her best For a time only a murmur of
wweb reached me, distant music with an " ou "

So